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the desert for ten years.    But, oh, what wonderful

evenings those forty nights would be ! "

"The bedu is happy/' said Freh prosaically, "so

long as he has a camel, a tent, and a wife.    In that

order."

Later Khalaf suggested that it would be good exercise

for my Arabic, and interesting (he meant amusing) for

them, if I rehearsed my trip from Damascus to the

present day. So to please them I went through the
hoops. Like children, they are a wonderful audience
ior a story, and laugh easily, particularly at anything
grotesque like the old man in the sack.

As I reached to-day in my story, I looked up at the
^cliffs of Rumm towering above us, and I thought of the
happiness I have known in this place.

I ended; "I've been very happy here. And thank
you very much. To-morrow I must go back to Amman;
and from Amman to Jerusalem; and from Jerusalem
to Cairo; and from Cairo to Lindin. Because that's
where my home is. And when I'm in Lindin I shall
think of you all here. And I shall pray that you are
happy.0

I looked round the circle to press the evening in my
memory. And as I looked at Sudan I saw that his eyes
were full of tears.

If I could speak his tongue fluently, if I lived here
many years, I wonder whether one day I should under-
stand him. Perhaps I arn still provincial, and expect
my own reactions in other people. Exchange is com-
plicated by different values; for I feel instinctively that
though I could not trust him with a ten-shilling note, I
could trust him with my life.